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overcoat of the big figure which was making, all
unconsciously, disdainful noises in its throat. It
would have been worse than useless for me to
interfere. The pair would have repelled me.
This was a domestic rite. Once in his struggle
with his coat the dominant figure glanced down
at the earnestness of its little mate, paused for a
moment, and the stern face relaxed.

With his attention concentrated and severe even
in so small an effort as takingf rom his broad back a
reluctant coat,and the unvarying fixed intentness of
the dark eyes over which the lids, loose with age, had
partly folded, giving him the piercing look of a bird
of prey j and the swarthiness of his face, massive,
hairless, acutely ridged, with its crown of tousled
white hair, his was a figure which made it easy to be-
lieve the tales one had heard of him when he was the
master of the Qberon, and drove his ship home with
the new season's tea, leaving, it is said, a trail of light
spars all the way from Tientsin to the Channel.

The coat was off* His wife had it over her arm,
and was regarding with concern the big petulant
face above her. She said to him : " Number
Ten is let at last. They're a young couple who
have got it. He's a sailor."